GIBRALTAR
there was over ^300 subscribed to save die Royal Calpe
Hunt from any evil day); and to have had the pleasure of
presenting the Marquess with a beautiful silver salver, from past
and present members of the Royal Calpe Hunt, as a testimony
to what her great husband did through all those years for the
officers of Gibraltar.
The Royal Calpe Hunt provided some amusing stories.
One day, a few years ago, my wife, who was Joint Master,
was close up to the huntsman when shots were fired at the
fox by a farmer. They shouted at the farmer and he apolo-
gized profusely because he had missed the fox, and he added
that if he had had another cartridge, he would probably
have got it!
In 1937, after General Franco had given permission for
hunting in Spain to be resumed, there was a meet at Los
Barios, a place which had seen a lot of fighting in die early
days of the war. My wife, who was riding with Captain
Fellowes, R.N. and the Field, saw a man come out of his
house waving his arms; my wife thought he must be express-
ing joy at seeing the hounds again, but she discovered he had
his fists clenched and was furious; he thought that all those
in pink coats must be Reds !
On another day this same winter, a sentry stopped someone
riding in Spain with a red ribbon on the horse's tail; he snatched
off the ribbon and ground it into the sand with his heel.
After that, kickers had to wear yellow ribbons!
A few months after my arrival at Gibraltar, with the help
of Lieutenant-Colonel Hewitt, commanding the Royal
Welsh Fusiliers, I was able to re-introduce the old " Ceremony
of the Keys'*, which for many years had been allowed to lapse.
The keys are handed over to the custody of each Governor at
his installation, and are kept in Government House. There
is a "Key Sergeant" who is officially recognized by the War
Office. At official dinners, as soon as the guests are seated,
the Key Sergeant, accompanied by a drummer, marches round
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